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High Latitudes and to compare this ardour of vitality,
this flaming curiosity of mind, this Byronic clash
between romanticism and flippancy, with my own
memories of an old man in a chair beside the fireplace,
an old man reading JEschylus by the light of a green-
shaded lamp, holding the book half-sideways close to
his eyes, and from time to time turning with his fine
brown hand the pages of the lexicon upon the reading-
desk at his side. Would I also become hard of hearing,
slow of movement, superbly patriarchal; and would
I also one day have to bend forward painfully and
crouch sideways at the pages of my Liddell and Scott?
One thing alone appeared to me to connect the two
portraits, namely the gentle irony (which was not
always wit and seldom humour) of his narrative; and
as I read the high-spirited account of his adventures
in the Arctic I could recapture the inflexions of his
tone; and through those printed lines I could hear
again the slow and silken cadences of his lisping voice.

The book lies before me as I write, and when I turn
the pages I am able to catch some echo of his excite-
ment and of my own awakened curiosity when I first
reread the Letters at the age of twenty-two.

The whole expedition was dedicated to his friends
the Duke and Duchess of Argyll, and it was that
lady's effigy (flatteringly portrayed in bronze by
Marochetti) which formed the figurehead of the Foam.
That figurehead was subsequently detached from the
prow of the schooner and placed upon the main stair-
case at Clandeboye, confronting a replica of itself and
(while my uncle was alive) edged with a little barricade
of ferns and ornamental leaves. During the whole of
that Arctic voyage the Duchess of Argyll remained